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I. 


GLIMA JAKOBS 
Seasons in Iceland 
for 
Reynolds Price and Jeff Gross 


DEMANTINN 
(The Diamond) 


In the lithe hand of fate 
the diamond of myself 
as of the world. 


I lean against the strong thumb 
sustaining that from which “To come” 
will be wrought 


And extend my arms back 
similarly to sustain, 
advance the head 


And protect the strings of 
my winged harp. 
O strong hand under which I shall play! 


ALDA ALDANNA 
(The Wave of the Ages) 


You drown us dearly, 
your eyes up proud 
as your shoulders and breasts. 


There are wings in this water, 
though we die in its hair, tangled, 
face down, side washt, lockt jaws. 


Washt back we 
lust for beauty in the last look. 
who does not admire the bold corpse? 


There are wings in this water, 
though we die in its hair, tangled, 
face down, side washt, lockt jaws. 


Pushing its finality! 

“Last flesh wash back on us” 
we cry—pale 

watery men, fearful 

and condemned now 

as the necrophiliac. 


There are wings in this water, 
though we die in its hair, tangled, 
face down, side washt, lockt jaws. 


SAMVIZKUBIT 
(Remorse) 


Hands 
grow out of my head, 


Pull 
my eyelids back. 


You are gone. 
I built the wrack. 


J turned the wheel, 
smiled as your bones cracked. 


Hands 
grow out of my head. 


Dearest! 
Dearest! 


I, day after night 
cannot close my eyes. 


Day after night jut 
the jaw, the teeth toward death. 


Hands grow out 
of my head and 


I cannot close my eyes 
(day after night), 


Their fingers refuse 
to allow it. 


You are gone. 
No assuagement. 


POE 
(to Edgar Allan Poe) 


I throw one arm around you, Poe, 
my other arm toward the sky. 


Together we lurch toward the back 
of the fierce, crying bird. 


It is big enough to take us 
Away, where we wish to be. 


THE FOUR PHASES 


(1.) (MORGUNN) 


(IL) 


(IIT) 


My eagle! 
My child! 
My father! 
My beloved’s face fresh and eager, 
head up and arms out! 
Certainly this is our time and 

certainly dawn came, 
certainly, joyously. 

Gold, white and yellow, 
flesh, feather and 
touch. 
Eye, heart, heather. 


We rise on wings. 
(DAGUR) 


Under the piles, under the welded 
past we move. 

Spirit or fact or hope 

imagined or known 

leads us. 

We know our sinews stronger. 
The road’s ahead. 


(KVOID) 


Le Soir. 

Der Abend. 

Child in my arms 
I cover you gently. 


(IV.) 


(NOTT) 


Shroud over us, your hands are firm 
on our skulls. Darken us, 

rest us, caress, annul. 

We will not fear 

your wet black hair 

over our faces. We were there, we 
accept the kiss, 

Comfort us here. 
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DOGUN 
(Dawn) 


Bastard! 

holding up the lady’s body 
against the horizon 

to make hope 

disguise truth. 


I would spit in your teeth 

but you scare me stupid, 

so like the most ignorant 

I buy your vision, blind myself 
to your fist 

and won’t think on the fate 
of that simple structure, 

the town I dreamed. 


You overcome even 

Thor and Wotan. 

How might I think against you? 
Heated and Southern God, 
Impossible Force: Impossible Love. 


DEIGLAN 
(The Crucible) 


The faithful cross 

imbedded in the shoulders of God 
will not be pain, 

but grace. 

Leaven. 

All heaven 

life’s bread—crimson 

while black sky encourages us, © 
that there will 

be air, blue clear! 

That will be it! 

The skull will smile properly! 
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VATNSDROPINN 
(The Water Drop) 


Her breasts apart, 

her legs spread, and 

the sinewy ones 

thus cover each other over 
and under 

heaving and heaving 

their locked-up love. 


The gentle youths 

hold hands 

and one’s hand smooths shoulder, 

the other’s free hand embraces his neck. 
A Greek column centers 

this picture completely: 

phallus and pole, 

cross and pillar. 


Old age plaits 

flowers of memory, leaning, 
alone; 

Myopic, smiling. 


Below it all the infant angels 
chain silver flowers, 
re-herald the waterdrop 
sperm of God. 


NOTT 
(Poem of Night) 


The One of the thrusting tendon, 

wide, strong wing, said 

“T understand this spanning and clutching 

on what for a moment’s an airborn bed—and 
my wing is so great 

they cannot see 

the moon is past.” 
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FAEDING PSYCHES 
(La Naissance de Psyche) 


Her breasts are on his bent knees, 
other hands press down firm 
on a tight belly. 


Now! The buttocks pressed firm, 
firm smoothing of leg-calf, the four 
work together. 


A kiss on his breast, a kiss 
on her forehead: all four 
in this passion, 


And she eager to live! 
Psyche is born. 


KONGUR ATLANTIS 
(King of Atlantis) 


Atlantis’ King 
embraced two oxen 
as he sat properly on his throne. 


His helmet shone silver, 
his face not reflecting 
earthly emotion. 


His confidence, gold, 
could not be moved by 
temporal things. 


His mind prepared 
was equal to 
engulfing torrents. 


Who has known such proper leaders? 
Were his people faithful and 
ready as his oxen? 


16 


17 


I TROLLAHONDUM 
(In the Hands of the Trolls) 


Now they’ve got him! 

The giant ones place 

left knee to right knee, 

clasp hands over his knees in a tough clamp 

using the free hands, the inner, to grip even tighter, 
so with one arm each hauling tight the net 

on the young, brash man 

who went out of his way 

this once too often. 


They grit their teeth, 

their jaws jut. 

They know this part is done with, 
whatever he thinks. 

It remains to devise, 

that’s all. 


GLIMAN* 
(Wrestler) 


The gliman must know 

how to whip off balance, 
gain it back quickly, control 
the rigidity, 

flex fast, 

stay in the power, stay 

in the dance! 


I’ve seen the young ones, 

all sizes 

at it in Reykjavik. ‘‘Prowess, 
power, skill are good,” 

fact sings. They and the watcher 
know it still in the second 

of tension, of 


Imminence 
before fall. 


* Glima is Icelandic wrestling. As unique and 
distinct as, say, Sumo. 


18 


SORG 
(Grief) 


The crypt cannot contain 

the cold contempt of the lost. 
Below, in marble, the dancers 
holding the fan, boldly embossed, 
steplockt, move on. 


The angles stand and the 
grief-stayed hand still 

gropes toward memory. 

But memory’s also put off. 

In the bared, retreating back’s 
a future lust. The rounded 
sinew, the skin’s own oil 
proclaim what moves us. 


Blind palm scrapes the cement 
art; tears hot on the arm 
temper on the thigh, though 
mourned figure and beautiful 
mourner darice, and lie. 


DREKINN 
(The Dragon) 


Full-winged, alive 
pterodactyl beak taking 
air the dragon coils 
there both maid and stalwart warrior done, 
if he moves right—cooling it— 
if he wants ’em all done, 
forever. 
He digs the scene a while, 
the thought. 


And then! we look again! 


The girl lies back in the aperture. 

The stalwart fondles her knees while his head’s 
against her belly, looking down now draws 

her calves against his pubic hair, 

appears carefully, casually, to knock off 

the two last dragon claws. We see the dragon, 
now dead, is a resting place. His skull grins 
that his frame’s a place to rest and make love in, 


D’Envot: 

The churchbell dings Oriental 

on the Akureyri air. And midnight 

sun lights, as song, the Akureyri air, like 
drekinns who knew the score 

but really didn’t care. 
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SKULD 
(The Skull) 


Two are dead and 

the powerful horse is down, 

his back broken, and his hind legs— 

but still his head is wild, 

his Trojan mane is up 

—his neck pivots 

to see two on his back writhe, one prisoner. 


The winner’s damp hair 

is over his eyes 

and he clamps the rider with one arm 
—with the other strikes hard 

to the animal’s proud neck 

and grabs the rein, 

The scene holds, in his power. 


GLIMA JAKOBS 
(Jacob Wrestling with the Angel) 


Proud, bright, quite handsome 
and very strong, smug Jacob 
the wrestler wrenched 

down soundly 

tricked into becoming 

God’s premier. 
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MODIR og SONUR 
(Mother and Son) 


This mother, this son, 

both in despair 

know nothing can count, 
nothing is there 

except they rejoice 

in each other over all pain. 
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KJARNINN 
(The Essence) 


Hard as the face, 
Hard as the face mask, 
bright as the beams 

of clear, cold light, 
heart at the lips of 
imagined lovers, 
beauty and leisure 
carved in, cut in. 


A kiss! A kiss, 
gold armored mask! 
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VATNESSPEGILLIN 
(The Water Mirror) 


(1) 

See what I see! 

A boy lockt in mid-air, as crucified 

by a bloated, floating crossbeam 

which grabs, like two dough arms, one wrist. 
Two suet legs paralyze the other, and he hangs 
like Christ on Golgotha, but seen from here he 
kisses the center like a lover’s navel. 


His head hangs back. 
If he’s dead why do his lips adhere there? 


(2) 

An arm takes her arm, 

an arm coming from a white mist. 

She leans her neck and 

kisses a stone were the ghost’s chest should be. 


Flowers appear 
at her right hip. 


(3) 

The upperclass lovers slink away, arm on a shoulder 
the other raised for 

proper silence. 


She carries something in her arms discreetly, 
like a pig. 


(4) 

Beaten, bruised 

two others together, upside down, 

scraggled and roughed, matted hair, how they 
try to spare their child. 


Hopeless 
Look. 


(5) 

Lover alone and upside down, 
“Where did she go? 

Where did she go?” 

Memory grips a bramble garland 
and an ear-ring. 


Gone, 
And why? 


(6) 

The body and face are utterly grace- 

ful and he lies face down, nose like a | 
drill aimed at the snout and at the ground. 
His arms are locked over the 

earth’s face. Total embrace is the effect 

as he lies down with the huge white swine, 
and the tusk of the earth harpoons their bed, 
welds them together, 

lover and lover, haver and haver— 


Narcissus the lover, 
Narcissus the loved. 
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KONUMYND 
(Statue of a Woman) 


Touch the cross, Beautiful Flower, 
and from this hour 

may love embrace you 

for you have tendered 

to your own 

such tenderness. 


LAUSN 
(Deliverance) 


Bring out of the grave, 

bring into the grave, 

out of the man and into the man 
Hope beyond here, 

O Christ, we pray— 

knowing you, Lord, 

Strongest of Sufferers, 
Strongest of All. 
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UTLAGER 
(Outlaw) 


Wrapped in sheepskin he 
places a kiss 
on the fear-ripped cheek. 


What good does it do? 
His father’s eyes 
bulge more and more, 


Who sucks his cheeks against 
the cold—teeth—tighter, harder 
grips the pole 


That serves as staff 
and will as weapon 
at least for a while, if need be, 


Who steps ahead and looks into dusk 
again in wind’s teeth as the tired, 
defensive dog paces each step. 


Sandal on rock, the driven-away 
must wait and see and not think 
far ahead, must 


Hoist his shoulders, the burden, 
the corpse of his love, 
whose arms hang loose. 


Down on his back the long legs 
of the dearest burden 
save the child; burden 


Eyes shut, whose head 
hangs loosely as her hair, 
free breasts, sack-covered only 


Belly still lovely, 
face up the dark sky, confront, 
turning, The North. 


Now again the smaller one presses love. 


Outlaw! 
Outlaw! 


XXIV. TIMIN 
(Time) 


Angel, hold your strong 
and beautiful arms around 
my world; 


Child, strong, carefully 
handle the growing: 
balance. 


Mother, child, pillar, . 
angel, 
the wreath joins us. 
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I. 


GUILTY IF YOU’RE INNOCENT 


Improvisions from the Arabic of Belind al Hydari 
with Nabil Nassib Ghandour, Jr. 


for 
Carolyn Kizer 
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GUILTY IF YOU’RE INNOCENT 


In a room on the 7th floor 

they met, talked, wrestled, slept 
together, shades down 

in a room on the 7th floor, 

but I? I remained nailed to the wall 
and like you wanted me— 

like a nail— 

entering their eyes, their smiles, 
sinking, driving in a wall 

in a room on the 7th floor. 


I heard one, My Sir, 

asking him about his wonderful love, 
about a body (sorry, Sir!) 

That one said he was like fire 
—and once they talked about 

a lost world, about 

a point in a lost world. 

But I (and like You wanted me), 


‘I didn’t understand what they said, 


because I was above their wonderful love; 
above a body like fire. 

And (like You wanted me) 

I remained like a nail; 

I lacerated their eyes, 

searching in their bed, 

searching in the wall 

in that room on the 7th floor. 


Now I speak about a date for revenge: 

I speak concerning the fury of rebels, 

dealing with wishes that become 

ropes around necks 

and nails in bleeding palms. 

(Sorry, Sir, but they were innocent indeed.) 

Ah, when the morning awoke in my city 

there were stories that circled telling 

of a room on the 7th floor, about a date 

for revenge—and the fury of rebels. 

Stories. 
And when two were discovered 
there was a rope around their necks and 
nails in the palms of their hands. 


BARBITURATES 


Stop and read. Don’t cross! Beware! What’s in the 

papers today? An ad in red color: “TAKE A PILL TO SLEEP. 
TAKE A PILL.” 

I won’t read; I won’t beware of my own self; I'll sleep 

without a pill! 

and a red light comes on 

A child says aloud “GIVE ME A PILL.” 

An old man, a respectable old man 

says “GIVE ME A PILL.” 

A girl, too, “PILL! PILL!” 


My mother wishes that she could read. 
Mother we won’t read. We won’t read. We won't! 
And we'll sleep without any pills. 


Stop. What’s in the papers today? Nixon gave a speech 
to the Congress about the Good—the Well-intentioned 
of the world—and Peace. 


Cadavers of children in Viet Nam sleep in peace. Red tape, 
bureaucrats, like the red light blink red. And the 
entire spectrum asks for pills to sleep. 


What? The Pope talked too? About the Holy 
intentions of the Church 

And the Good of the World and Evils 

of birth control and Peace? 


Steps of the Holy House in Jerusalem, you may 

sleep peacefully, as the whole world desires, it seems, 
sleep 

above peace. 


Stop again! 

What? 

In today’s news? 

Nixon gave a speech and the Pope talked, too? 
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And a bank went bankrupt? 

And dances were held in execution squares? 
It seems all the world was in the press today 
talking peace 

and good. 

I say SLEEPING PILLS FOR THE DEAD! 
Pills for the dead in Viet Nam, 

in Jerusalem 

too. 

Pills 


A child cries out “GIVE ME. . .” 
An old man whimpers, low, “GIVE ME...” 
Young girl murmurs out of her dream, “GIVE ME ., .” 


My mother, sleep in peace 
for the world is concerned. 
Give me a pill to sleep; give my son one. 


And the huckster’s voice 
rolls out of the black 

and the whole street trembles 
“WONDERFUL!” 
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INVITATION 


Silence the bells. 

Close people’s eyes. 
This is the City of Sleep. 
No tomorrow. 

No yesterday.: 

You, night journeyer, 
bury your worries— 

the problems you carry 
—and sleep. 


You, outcast, full of regret, 
strip the skin off your meat and 
leave it for your pursuers— 
leave it for them 

a meal in the forest 

—and sleep. 

This is the City of Sleep. 

No tomorrow. 

No yesterday. 


Do you desire to see 
spattered blood? 
Abel’s face? 

Or maidenheads taken 
by force— 

or by seduction? 

The big world 

is behind the door. 
Sleep. 


No watch stared at him. 

No numbers tangled his direction. 
And the days slept. 

And the nights slept. 

And the thieves and the guards slept. 


Yes, it’s for youl 

Sleep. 

Oh sleep! 

As for me, 

I shall close people’s eyes 
and I shall close my eyes 
and sleep. 

Silence the bells. 

Silence. 
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IF YOU SLEEP WITH ME ONCE, MY SIR 


Come back once again, 
My Sir— 
come back white like our shame 
like the morning lie in saluting 
our neighbor. 
My Sir, 
come back, like us — like ourselves. 
We want to worship You as our shadow, 
our pride, our shame; 
My Sir 
we won’t light the candles until You return; 
we won’t wash the road with tears until You return; 
we won’t love any God: sick with hunger we wait 
until You return. 
Come back like our desire, 
like every laughing lie, 
like the mourning lie in saluting our neighbor 
because we want to know again Your dearness, 
because we want to worship You as both God and the Devil. 


My Sir, . 
if You sleep with me once— 
tun Your fast burning blood in my bed— 
if You know my crippled God 
and how I sing happiness 
and how I become 
aresident of my ribs 
and how, how I become, My Sir, 
xs with any sharp incision, 
with my crucified night across my bed, 
bigger than Your cross which is 
tossed behind the suns 
behind the wind, My Sir— 


if You knew 
if You knew 
My Sir. 


Bigger than You are my 

crippled God 

came back like my ugly face, 

my ugly body— 

came like we are. 

That is why we cry louder for You, 
because we want to know in Your eyes 
the love of man 

for we love You in our shame, 
worship You in our shadow, 

because we want to become in You whole— 
God and Devil = My Sir. 


O My Sir 
please 
be a man for once. 
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III. 


KING OF AUGUST 
Translations from the Japanese 
for 
Craig Smith and Waverly Land 
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KING OF AUGUST 
(Noritoshi Tachibana) 


I'm King of August! 
Wearing a green suit 
I walk about 

in the night of 
Hiroshima, 

King of August. 


The night 

overflows with 

a black poison... 
becomes bloody skin 
itching to give 

blue dreams of 
dog-days victorious. 
King of August. 


When leaving Hiroshima 
the King is to be naked. 
Pull off 

the green suit 

throw it away 

with bad dreams. 


Pala, pala: 
Downtown 
of Daybreak. 


(with Yozo Shibuya) 


A RESURRECTION 
(Jyunzo Sawai) 


A bracken, a dragon-fly and a stream. 
A world beyond death 
is brought back. 
Then, there, the great sky is full 
of wonderful stories. 


In a few moments 
in the blue sky 
a black cloud looms 
and threatens to swallow the world, 
sky, sea, and I. 
(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 
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SEARCH 
(Setsuke Masaoka) 


In myself 

you look for 

an unknown sea of flowers 
unaware long wind 

unseen forest of honey. 


In myself 

you look for 

a known bear without a head 

the eyes of a crippled dog, looking. 


In myself 

you look for 

a picturebook I know 

but you don’t know 

and the ebb-tide of life I know 
but you do not know. 


The sprouting dream. you know 
—but I forget. 


A variable star you know—but 
I forget. 


You search, and 
I do too, for 

a giant bird, 
also lost. 


(with Nobuakt Sumomog?) 


POEM 
(Setsuke Masaoka) 


Summer dead. 
Suddenly, regretfully, 
leaves 

color; 

fall begins. 

Sunlight is weary; 

it hesitates by 

the magnificent forest. 


Summer dead. 

The wind increases, 
living’s transparency smiles 
more faintly. 


Summer dead. 

still, 

out of disorder 
somehow the elegance. 
Deep autumn manifests. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogi) 
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MEETING 
(Jyunzo Sawai) 


Clouds, grasses, stones, 
girls, friends, fathers, 
destiny, 

god, 

and all the rest! 

If you 

will whisper again and again, 
a million times, 

“Meet, meet, meet... 
I will not say anything. 


” 


(with Megumu Yamakawa) 


THE TERMINAL 
(Uno Takashi) 


My watch has been ticking 

the rusted time only. 

But while it takes rest—laying down on the job, 
rusted time runs away 

inhumanly through the dry sunset. 


One day 
the passenger on the final bus 
was the summer. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogi) 
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OF POETRY 
(Kimigo Nishiyama) 


I want to write a poem secretly, 
which, nonetheless, no one will fail 
to understand— 

a cordial poem. 


After I’m dead, 

when somebody reads it, 

it will be like a heart reading a heart. 
That’s how I wish it. 


Sorrow must be secret. 
But sometimes, 
sometimes, 

the secret is beautiful. 


And sometimes the sorrow leaves the secret, 
and the secret is still there, and beautiful, 
more than it was. 

I wish to write a poem like that. 


(with Yozo Shibuya) 


SAID HEART 
(Kimiyo Goto) 


Told I should be a sweet, tender girl 
I grew to hope 
to be a sweet, tender woman. 


I tried to be a sweet, tender woman 
wondering “must I never show anger, 
always speak kindly?” And “Must I be 


Loved as pink shells by waves 
for never opposing waves?” 
Ah, such heavy considerations! 
Now I am married, desire to be 
sweet, tender wife, 

sweet, tender mother, 

sweet, tender woman. 


(with Megumu Yamakawa) 
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A POEM: YOU! 
(Matsato Shimizu) 


You! 

You were restored 

from dead memory 

when the sun sank into your eyes 

when the night began to expand 

from the inside of your eyes. 

Suddenly 

all the lights of town died out, 

all the windows of this town were broken. 
Why? 


Ah! 

wreckage of glass, iron, concrete! 

Angels of hell were there! 

People walked the ruined town, the town itself 
dripping a cool blood from its head 

out open by shards of glass. 

And in the blood 

a tiny, 

red flower bloomed 

just like a poppy. 


People 

kept walking with red flowers 

on their heads. 

And you? 

Soon you will have to celebrate 

your own funeral— 

off by yourself; 

And make a floral tribute with the flowers 
from the head, and 

place that tribute on your own grave. 


(That day, 

the very day 

the red flowers were on the people’s heads, 
was the morning when 

John Coltrane died.) 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 


NOMINA NUMINA 
(Isamu Tsuda) 


Season is destroyed 

at the angular granite. 
Winter gusts into the basin 
that supports the blue sky. 


Then a messenger on a motorcycle! 
(Don’t tell his name, 

don’t betray the divine 

to mortals or devils.) 


Winter wracks a curse. 
Silver wind paralyzes earth. 
Winter. Words frozen. 
“Namely .. .” 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 
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A BIBLE 
(Gyoyu Hasebe) 


God came back 
from a walk 
to persecute me. 


When I took my glasses off 
God disappeared from my sight. 
The Dangerous Fellow knew it quickly. 


At the day’s height 
nobody could understand my words. 
Nobody could see my smiling face. 


That Guy created a human being 
but it was not necessary that 
I was also created. 


So, He might teach and lead 
but I don’t think that 
I was took care of by Him. 


What an arrogant Cat! 
What a Bossy Bastard! 
He ordered and plundered my foods. 


Like a flash 
bird and animal escaped my approach. 
It cost me. 


He ordered my books taken away. 
Somebody hooked my letters and pictures. 
It’s bad as blindness! 


I want to see the people 
whom God didn’t create. 
I want to see the persons 
who threw off the glasses He forced on. 


Whenever That One goes out for a walk 

I go opposite, to the fields to search. 

But like clockwork He always comes back 
to persecute me. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 


GHOST STORY 
(Motoyuki Ito) 


Dandelion Dandelion 
Dan, de Lion! 


A boy walked toward me, 
stretching his hands. 


In the field under sunshine, 
a lion is waiting for a chance. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogit) 


YELLOW CONCENTRIC CIRCLES 
(Yoshiro Ueno) 


Centrifugal expansion, 
centripetal reduction. 
Severe repetition of them. 
The huge concentric circle; 
in it, dynamic space. 


Girl with blue glasses, ‘blue tights 

rushed out of a blue flash. 

went through the huge concentric circle, full speed 
and disappeared suddenly 

without making noise. 

Deep blue space was left. 


Centrifugal expansion, 
centripetal reduction, 
severe repetition of them— 
the huge concentric circle. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 
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FAVORITE AMERICA 
(Hiroshi Yoshino) 


America! America! my favorite country! 

THE BLACK PEOPLE OF AMERICA 

as tough as my rough heart! 

THE WHITE PEOPLE OF AMERICA 

as diseased as my sick brain! 

THE HIPPIES OF AMERICA 

getting to be as crazy as my crazy soul! © 

THE GOOD SPIRITS OF AMERICA 

who weep as they beat the woman they love most of all! 


AMERICA, you’re covered with the blood of the great 
you have killed! 
AMERICA, you eat dirty angels too much! 
AMERICA, your stomach aches in Korea and 
you vomit Vietnam. 
AMERICA, you've lost your mind at last and 
even grey, old 
Walt Whitman cries tears for you. 
You are almost dying at last—and I watch you 


‘ play ‘kick Ginsberg,’ 


I watch as you savor inflicting hurt. 

My gun becomes loose in its holster, becomes 

the enemy because of this. 

I don’t know how to help you any more, America, 
my favorite country. 


You use too much blood. 


(with Megumu Yamakawa) 


THE SEA GROANED 
(Chiyoko Terayama) 


Clock becomes sea. 


Starts to strike, 
becomes dry cosmos. 


To begin with, the falling petals of cosmos. 


And the violent keys split 
to the second. Mechanical cut ear. 


_Sea motionless. 
Time broken. 


Again the 
sea groaned 
in the show-window. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogt) 
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THE SAND CLOCK 
(Naoko Ban) 


The surging air, 
the falling light, 
and ebb-tide echoes, echoes. 


Rose scent hangs 
to the white sail. 
Summer hanging on is cruel. 


The modern city? 
Cymbals crash. 
Explosions and hymns: ‘Which was that?’ 


Clock shrinks. 
Waltz dies. 
Space spaces our time into cut. 


(with Nobuaki Sumomogi) 


AFTERWORD 


It occurs to me that AFTER might have been the proper title 
for this book, as one of the three sections is “after the Japanese,” 
and one is “after the Arabic” rather than direct, literal translation. 
The GLIMA JAKOBS (Icelandic for “Jacob Wrestling with the 
Angel”) section is purely my own, so far as poetry goes. Nevertheless 
the poems take their titles from the titles of sculptures by Einar 
Jonsson, Iceland’s national sculptor. Too, I might add that all of 
the GLIMA JAKOBS poems are Muse poems, “given” on the occa- 
sion of my third visit to Iceland nine years after my first. 


My times in Japan to date have been four, in Lebanon one. 


In each place music and the cadence of speech have always 
been a great interest and proper concern to me aesthetically and 
psychologically. Work with good and dear friends in each place 
has been essential. 


I owe special debts to Colonel Ragnar Stefansson and his 
wonderful wife, Maya, in whose home in the North of Iceland the 
GLIMA JAKOBS was first drafted. And, regarding my Japanese 
collaborators: Mr. Yozo Shibuya is a graduate in economics from 
a Kyoto university and lived in Tokyo for some time, where he was 
both a television personality and a businessman. He presently 
lives in New York, Mr. Nobuaki Sumomogi was a post-graduate 
student and friend of mine in Oregon. He is now a businessman 
whose import-export occupation is located in Nagoya, where he 
lives with his wife and son. Mr. Megumu Yamakawa, originally 
from Hokkaido, studied French at a Tokyo university; later went 
on to photography, and is now visiting in New York. Dr. Nabil 
Nassib Ghandour, Jr., has been a friend for over ten years, He 
is a Ph.D. in mathematics (Oregon State University) and is now a 
teacher at Beirut’s Hagazian University. It was Dr. Ghandour who 
first drew my attention to the young Iraqui poet Belind al Hydari. 


Lastly I must note a special debt to my old Tokyo friend, mentor, 
and editor, Mr. Yu Suwa, publisher of Novakast Books and SUBTER- 
RANEANS magazine, who has frequently translated and published 
my work in Japan, for his multifaceted aid in getting much of this 
material to me. 


Too, my gratitude is due to St. Andrews Presbyterian College, 
Laurinburg, N. C., for a faculty grant which helped me to get time 
to prepare this manuscript. 


-—Ronald H. Bayes 
Pawleys Island, S. C. 
Summer, 1973 — Summer, 1975 
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Ronald H. Bayes was born in Freewater, Oregon in July 1932. He 
lived in the town of Umapine during his public schoo} years, 
later attending Eastern Oregon State College, where he then 
taught. He did dactora} study at the University of Pennsylvania 
as a National Woodrow Wilson Fellow, and did further study at 
Colorado State University, the University of British Columbia 
and Dublin's Trinity College. He saw military service in Iceland 
as a member of the 2nd Battalion Combat Team 1956-58. He has 
lived in Japan on four occasions. On tiwo occasions Ron Bayes 
taught with University College of The University of Maryland 
and presently he is writer-in-residence at St. Andrews Presby- 
terian College, Laurinburg, N. C., where he edits St. Andrews 
Revieto. In 1973 he received the Roanoke-Chowan Award for 
Poetry. 


Design by William Burruse LIT. 


Bayes has created a language. and «a line that set him apart from 
and above most of his contemporaries. 
—Harry MEACHAM 
al¢cademy of American Pacta 


These potme are ripe with the irreducible* substance of naked 

fecling and feeling neked. Bayes achieves this in translations 

from the Japanese, Icelandic and Arabic, and in his own poems. 
—E. WAVERLY LAND 

Si. Andrews Review 


The poems are very odd and stylish . .. . handsome. 
—JAMES MERRILL 


Ié is not alone Bayes' extraordinary talent at handling that so 
artistically essential device of contrast that is noteworthy .. . it 
ie Bayes’ keen comprehension of the interplay of alf the elements 
of the laagxe, and his elegant conformation of them into superbly 
integrated unitary designs. 
—Epwarp F. JaMes 
Cathotic University of America 


Ronald H. Bayes is one of the most suggestive poets writing in 
America, 
—KeENNETH L, BEAUDOIN 
South and Weat 


... A fine car for cracking open the moments and entching the 
light, 

—JAMFS TATE 
Bayes has been innoculated with the authentic virus... (and he) 


has « perfect ear. 
—WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 
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